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of black ebony elephants, actually came close to purchasing
a pair of silk pyjamas, passed by the fans and sandalwood
with nothing more than passing comments, and eventually
wound up before the cash register.
Before him on the counter was spread a vast assortment of
merchandise.
" What the devil's all this junk ? "
The Oriental proprietor winced as though his face had been
slapped.
" The honourable gentleman did our poor house the honour
of admiring these goods. . . ."
" That don't mean I'm going to buy anything. Hell ! I
wouldn't give you fifty bucks for the lot." He started for the
door and as the open-work Schmaltz pan came into range
the camera commenced to crank.
" Psst!"
He turned. The proprietor, and behind him the others,
bowed.
" The honourable gendeman first to inspect our humble
wares to-day. Old Oriental custom say bad luck not make sale
of some kind." As he spoke his brilliant black eyes held the
large and bulging Schmaltz orbs as steadily as a cat might hold
those of a bird. Imperceptibly at first, reluctantly throughout^
the great Schmaltz feet retraced their steps. Meanwhile the
bundle of merchandise, now neatly packed, appeared in the
arms of one of the vassals.
" For the luwa . . ." Schmaltz shrugged his shoulders.
" Sixty bucks.*' There was a world of contempt in his voice.
He winked at us as he spoke.
" One bundled dollar."
" Sixty-five." Schmaltz gave us a leer. He was having
fun.
"Sold!"
The Schmaltz features fell like the Stock Exchange on Black
Friday. Unwittingly he had purchased all of thirty-five
dollars* worth of spurious merchandise for a mere sixty-five
good old-fashioned Kenosha dollars. Click*